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TO FRANCES EKIN ALLISON 

SISTER sweet and dear, as now I hold 
This little book which we together writ, 

In those bright skies thy spirit which enfold 
I wonder dost thou see, and care for it? 

It seems thou must — thou to whom passing sweet 
Were earthly ties; who shrined within thy heart 

All thoughts of home that at the bright hearth meet; 
Who daughter sister, wife, and mother wert. 

It seems thou must — thou to whose seeing eye 
No bloom or sight of beauty glowed in vain, 

No changeful colouring of sea or sky, 
No drifting snow, nor storm, nor summer rain. 

And though to thee life's great bereavements came; — 
To stand and mourn beside thy loved ones' graves, 

Endure defeat and loss — yet still the same 

Were thy sweet courage and the faith that saves. 

And we, together in life's blossoming time, 
When shone the Crocus by the singing streams, 

Together wove our fancies into rhyme, 
And planned the future in our youthful dreams. 
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Together have we tasted life's full cup, 
Together won its joys and wept its tears; 

Learned the deep truth experience yiddeth up: 
That not alone the glad and sunlit years, 

But years of stress, of sorrow, pain, and loss, 
To chastened spirits may bring rich increase, 

And patient bearing of a bitter cross 
May yield the fruits of righteousness and peace. 

On through life's Spring, through Summer's lustrous 
round, 

Gathering fair flowers in every changing scene, 
We fared, till after Autumn's frost we found, 

'Neath faded leaves, the faithful Wintergreen. 

So said we then, our little book shall be 
Named after these fond symbols of the years. 

And thou art gone! Sweet sister, dost thou see 
Crocus and Wintergreen through smiles and tears? 
Helen Ekin Starrett 
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EASTER 

GAIN die Spring ! Again die Easter lily; 

Again the soft, warm air with odours rife; 
Again the tender green on hill and valley; 
Again the miracle of risen life ! 

Again from the dark mould of their entombing, 
In all their lovely robes of radiant hue, 

The crocus and the violet are blooming, 
The self-same flowers our earliest childhood knew; 

Again the birds in joyous flocks are winging, 
Chirping their notes of love and nesting days; 

Again the sound of happy children singing 
Along the lanes and in the woodland ways. 

And, as I gaze and listen, tears are welling — 
Glad, happy tears that in my heart a voice 

Answers the budding trees and blossoms swelling, 
And in earth's Springtime gladness can rejoice. 

For of this lovely life around me springing 

My inmost being feels itself a part; 
'This is immortal life,' my soul is singing; 
'This is immortal hope within the heart.' 
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EASTER 

'Father of Spirits,' — thus my soul is saying — 
'Because Thou livest we shall ever live; 

Life and not death Thy universe is swaying; 
Life Thou hast given, and wilt ever give. 

'And the dear loved ones, gone beyond our seeing, 
Toward whom our hearts still yearn so tenderly, 

In Thee they live and move and have their being; 
Not lost, nor changed, they live again in Thee. 

'What glad new life is theirs, this sweet Spring 
morning, 
In that far Heaven of Love that is their home! 
Can sweeter flowers bloom for its adorning 
Than those which ever with earth's Springtime 
come? 

'O Death, thy victory is only seeming! 

O Grave, thy sting but ends earth's pain and 
strife! 
Through them all souls at last to Thee are coming 

Who art the Resurrection and the Life.' 
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DEAD EMBERS 

PON life's highway I was hastening when 

I met a trouble grim, 
Whom I had often seen with other men, 

But I was far from him. 



He seized my arm, and with a sneering lip 

Looked o'er my happy past; 
With sinking heart I felt his bony grip 

Clutch tight and hold me fast. 

'You look,' he said, 'so happy and so bright 

That I have come to see 
Why other troubles miss you in their flight, 

And what you '11 do with me.' 

'And have you come to stay with me ?' I cried, 

Hoping respite to win. 
'Yes, I have come to stay. Your world is wide; 

I *m crowded where I 've been.' 

I would not look him in the face, but turned 

To take him home with me 
To all my other troubles, who had spurned 

His hateful company. 
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So he was 'crowded,' and with me would roam ? 

I laughed with sullen glee; 
At arm's length took him up the steps of home 

Under my own roof tree; 

And there I clutched his scrawny neck and thin, 

To thrust him in the room 
Where, locked and barred, I kept my troubles in 

Seclusion's friendly gloom. 

Grimly he looked at me with eyes that burned: 

'You nothing know of me; 
The key on other troubles may be turned, 

But I — am Poverty.' 

Ah, soon I knew it was in vain, in vain! 

No locks availed for him; 
Nor double doors, nor thickly curtained pane, 

Could make his presence dim. 

He wrote his name on all my threadbare ways, 

And in my shrinking air 
He told the tale of useless shifts and stays 

I made against despair. 

He brushed the smile from off my sweet wife's face, 

And left an anxious frown; 
The fresh, young joys that should my children grace 

His heavy feet trod down. 
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He took my other troubles out, and walked 

With them the public street; 
Gad in my sacred sorrows, cheaply talked 

With all he chanced to meet. 

The hours he stretched upon the rack of days, 

The days to weeks of fears; 
The weeks were months, whose weary, toilsome ways 

Stretched out through hopeless years. 

To-day I stooped to fan with eager strife 

A single hope that glowed 
And, 'mid the fading embers of my life, 

A fitful warmth bestowed. 

Cheered by a spark, I turned with trembling limb 

Once more the strife to wage; 
But, as I turned, I saw my trouble grim 

Linking his arm with Age. 

Ah, well I know for me the curfew tolls! 

The useless struggle 's o'er, 
As it for better men and stronger souls 

Has often been before. 

Old age and poverty — here end the strife 1 

And ye, remorseless pair, 
Drape on the last, dim milestone of my life 

Your banner of despair! 
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'O THOU THAT HEAREST PRAYER' 



|S the babe's eager, searching lips imply 

The tender fountain of the mother's 

breast; 
As the seed's tiny bladelet, upward 
pressed, 



Implies the sunshine and the o'erarching sky; 

As hunger, food, its need to satisfy; 
As thirst, the waters answering to its quest, — 
So doth the soul's deep longing and unrest 
Imply a God that answers to its cry. 

Oh, not into the insentient void of space 
Goes forth the soul's instinctive, longing sigh, 
Its cry for help, for succour in despair: 

Though clouds and mystery conceal Thy face, 
Thine ear is open and Thy presence nigh 
To all who call, 'O Thou That Hearest Prayer I' 
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DEAR VIOLET EYES 

HEN first I saw those violet eyes 
They looked at me with sweet surprise, 

Questioning what I might be. 
I knew you, darling, for my own, 
But could not know till years had flown 
What Heaven had given to me. 

I could not know how fair and sweet, 
From curly head to dainty feet, 

This little maid would grow; 
That those sweet violet eyes would make 
Life daily dearer for their sake; 

That you would love me so. 

Now girlhood's garnered loveliness 
Their limpid, sapphire depths express, 

And sunshine in them lies; 
And when on me their glances rest 
And seem to say, 'I love you best* — 

glorious violet eyes I 

I know that life can never give 

Me aught more dear; and while I live 

1 '11 ask of Heaven's grace 
But this, that I may always be 
Where their sweet light may fall on me; 

For Heaven is in that place. 
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WORK, THE CONSOLER 

JTERN Monitor! yet Life's most faithful 
friend, 
When in youth's jocund and unthinking 

day, 
Thou with firm hand dost turn our steps 
away 
From Fancy's dallyings, and slowly bend 
Rebellious shoulders to the yoke; we send 
Thee harsh and cold disdain, sneer at thy sway, 
Despoiler of our dearest joys, and pray 
Thy tyranny we momently may end. 

But oh, when heartache, loss, and parting pain 
With too deliberate hours fill our days, 
To thee we turn to seek from these release; 

We meekly walk with thee and feel the strain 
Of sorrow's burden eased; we learn thy ways 
Are ways of pleasantness, thy paths are Peace ! 
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JTTHIN the twilight of our weary days 

Time's darling, sweet To-Morrow, smil- 
ing stands. 
A halo crowns her; in her slender hands 
Life's withered promises revive; she lays 
Them on her heart; beneath her tender glance 
The happy fireflies of intention dance. 
All things that life denies she says are hers — 
And though the Past have beaten us with stripes, 
To-Morrow's faintest promise quickly stirs 
Reviving hope; 't is her cool hand that wipes 
The burning tears from off To-Day's flushed cheek, 
Picks from her threadbare garb toil's clinging burs. 
Again and yet again though she deceive, 
Life stretches on to her, and we believe. 
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II 

On Hope's sunshiny dial, Time for thee 
Decrees the hours shall magically stay 
Beyond where falls the shadow of To -Day, 
Thou dearly loved of poor humanity. 

Cherished To-Morrow, dearest child of hope. 
Oh, hearts have loved thee since the world began, 
And thy light, airy breath shall gently fan 
The fading spark of life the while we grope 

Our way toward thee on life's declining slope. 
All earthly joys our trembling hands resign 
At the grave's edge, nor murmur nor repine 

Our failing hearts; but with death's whisper we 
Still say beyond the grave we shall have thee, 
And name thee Heaven and Immortality. 



22 F £ A 




A VISIT 



A VISIT 

TO H. E. S. 

EAR sister, these bright days rush swiftly on; 

I soon must go. 
Our paths in life so far apart do lie ; 
Fate wills it so. 

Few hand-clasps bring the grudging years to us — 

We who are fit 
For daily comradeship; and far apart 

Our lamps are lit; 

And to and fro our letters dimly bridge 

The gulf between; 
Faintly, like echoes, keep alive 

Half that we mean. 

But when we meet, e'en on a crowded street, 

A garden blooms; 
We pluck the same fair flowers of sympathy 

'Mid Winter's glooms. 

Sweet flowers 1 their fragrance has been always ours, 

Through smiles and tears, 
And memory has embroidered them on all 

The silent years. 
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THE DAYS ARE GROWING LONG AGAIN 

HE days are growing long again; 

Still later fall the shades of night; 
Still earlier breaks the golden dawn; 

And, darting through the sunshine bright, 
The sparrows strain their little throats 
To tell, in joyous chirruping, 
How signs in earth and air portend 
The glad returning of the Spring. 

And as I note how Winter's spell 

Is broken; note the budding trees, 
And soft, moist earth, and balmy air, — 

My heart draws sweet analogies. 
For in my life seems broken, too, 

The Winter spell of grief and pain, 
And with the coming of the Spring 

My days grow long and bright again. 
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TO M. A. K. 

jWGSjjSI SAID to Work and Weariness one day: 

fr 3?* ^ years, I know, are mortgaged deep 
to you; 
Your stern commands I must indeed obey 
For life itself compels me so to do. 
But Hurry and harsh Worry, your near kin — 

My soul revolts from their companionship! 

No sweet repose, no tranquil grace, may win 

A place in lives held fast in their rough grip. 
Apart from them my life henceforth shall be.' 

Work paused and heaved a sigh, relieved and deep; 

A cloud swept off that veiled his dignity; 
While Weariness not harshly looks at me, 

But lightly flies with dear and quiet sleep; 

And Leisure's flowers are in the field I reap. 
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HAIL, KINDERGARTNERS! 

|0T even a sparrow falls,' the Master said, 
'Without your Father; by His loving care 
The grass is clad, the fragrant lilies wear 
Their royal robes. If these are clothed 
and fed, 

How much more ye, His children, shall be led 
With loving hand ! I tell you that ye are 
Than many sparrows of more value far — 
The very hairs are numbered on your head.' 

O little sparrow with the broken wing! 

O little souls, earth-trampled in the street! 

How can it be He heeds your pain and grief ? 
But lo, through alleys bourgeoning with the Spring 

The coming of the Kindergartners , feet: 

Lord, I believe; help Thou mine unbelief! 
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FRUSTRATED HOPES 

OU bring me shame, my poor frustrated 
hopes, 
Although you made some happy days 
goby. 
I am ashamed I ever did believe you. 
Go, hide your withered blossoms from my eye!' 

'What were your life without our daily promise V 
The echoes from my fleeting hopes reply, 

'We will return and with fresh blossoms laden; 
We are immortal and shall never die.' 
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ASPIRATION 

HAT shall suffice thee and express thee, 
Soul? 
Thou shouldst a poet be to tell thy thought; 
To catch the sculptor's secret thou hast 
sought: 

The wondrous harmonies that surge and roll 
Within the brain thou wouldst to form control, 
And, labouring with the organ keys, hast caught 
But a faint echo of the music wrought 
By inward sense. By turns thou dost extol 
The painter's art, and wouldst express aright 
Upon the canvas lofty thoughts. For thee 
All sights and sounds of beauty but excite 
Immortal hopes to feel and hear and see 
Beauty for ever: for thy being's height 
Thou need'st the Universe and Eternity. 
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NO RECORD 

THRONG of women who had served the 

Lord 
Waited before Heaven's gate for their 

reward. 

Each shining soul had her fair record brought 
Of glorious service for the Master wrought: 

One gentle one whose life was full and long 
With her great pen had slain a giant wrong; 

With starving children this one's life was spent; 
To nameless outcasts hope that presence lent. 

But one there was who lone and trembling stood 
Amidst this throng of women great and good, 

To whom the Recording Angel speaking said: 
'What dost thou here among the blessed dead 

'Bearing no record ? Hast thou nothing done 
On earth where these their crowns of glory won ?' 

To whom she weeping said: 'Let me return 

To that dear earth and there Heaven's entrance learn; 

'The hearts that loved me all my service bought, 
Not any service for the Lord I wrought; 
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'Life was too short for me; when death had come 
I had but made on earth a happy home. 1 

'Ah, sayest thou so, thou well beloved and blest, 
Daughter of Heaven, go in among the rest; 

'The hearts that loved thee thou shalt have again— 
None may return, but thou shalt lose thy pain; 

'For thou shalt breathe in Heaven thy native air, 
And in its glorious mansions great and fair 

'To thee familiar all its joys shall come: 
Heaven is what thou hast left — a happy home.' 
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TO A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN 




B. H. P. 

LOVELY lady, rich has been thy dower 
From Nature's hand: beauty of form and 

face, 
To which the years but add a tenderer 
grace; 

Station and wealth, with all their generous power; 
The light of joy on other lives to shower! 
Whatever path thy gentle footsteps trace, 
Thou leavest sunlight in a shadowed place, 
And kindly deeds beside it bud and flower. 

So, all unspoiled by rank and pomp and praise, 
Our fair ideal of true womanhood, 
Our chosen queen, amongst us dost thou move. 

Our joy in thee is that in all thy ways 
Not only beautiful art thou, but good: 
Wherefore this tribute of our hearts' true love. 
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AN ARGUMENT 

S one by one along life's flinty way 

The hopes of youth fade in the heat and 

die, 
And of our prime the aspirations high 
Remorseless circumstances crush and 
slay — 
Then 'Courage,' to our fainting hearts we say; 
'Beyond this life the sunny uplands lie 
Where these shall all be ours again to try 
The bright ascent toward the perfect day.' 

Oh, Land of the Hereafter, can it be 
When to thy sacred keeping we commit 
All our best treasures so confidingly — 

Our dead, our hopes, our aspirations lit 
With quenchless fire — that immortality 
And thy fair plains are all a myth, a cheat ? 
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INVITED GUESTS 

CROWD of troubles passed him by, 

As he with courage waited. 
He said: * Where do you troubles fly, 
When you are thus belated V 



'We go,' they said, 'to those who mope, 

Who look on life dejected, 
Who weakly say good bye to hope: 

We go — where we 're expected.' 
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WEET rest, dear rest, 
Thou art the best I 

Go, children, go in pleasure's quest; 
Go have your song and dance and mirth. 
I, too, have felt the youthful zest 

That gives these winning pleasures worth. 
But, somehow, as the Winters flit, 

The thing on earth that seems the best, 
While in my easy chair I sit, 
When glows the fire and lamps are lit, 

Is rest, dear rest. 
Then, children, go in pleasure's quest; 
I 'd rather rest. 

Sweet rest, dear rest, 
Thou art the best I 

From this dear corner by the fire 
How faintly sounds earth's jarring call ! 

Bright aims that roused my youth's desire — 
Time's dimming touch is on them all. 

Yet swells my heart with deep content 
To find this compensation blest: 
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Along with sense of powers spent 
And failing strength is sweetly blent 
The blessedness of well-earned rest. 
Then go, dear friends, pursue your quest: 
Leave me to rest. 

Sweet rest, dear rest, 
Thou art the best! 

I mind me how, when life was young 
And bright the years before me rolled, 

One shadow o'er the future hung: 
It seemed so dreadful to grow old. 

But now life's Autumn season nears 
And seems of all my life the best; 

I bid my heart dismiss its fears, — 

I know that life's declining years 
Shall bring sweet rest. 

Go, friends, life has not lost its zest 
But sweet is rest. 
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MY FATHER'S CHURCH 

HE Psalms of David ! Do they sing them yet 
In the old church that crowns the wood- 
crowned hill, 
Within whose ancient pulpit, high uplifted, 
I seem to see my youthful father still ? 

Memory repeats again the grand old music 
Of many voices, deep-toned as the sea, 

Rising and falling, while in rhythmic pauses 
The lined-out Psalm comes clearly back to me. 

A little child, I see myself, awe -stricken, 
Watching the people streaming down the aisle, 

Whose lengthened vista seemed to me unending, 
And the grand psalm-tune rose and fell the while. 

Watching the elders by the pulpit, dropping 
A leaden token in each outstretched hand, 

To be to-morrow solemnly uptaken — 
An ancient custom from a far-off land. 

He who remembers yet that dim old token, 
Whose use ran back where martyrs' blood was shed, 

Feels in him thrill the blood of Covenanters, * 
Their ancient courage and fheir ancient dread. 
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Thus was the preparation service ended, 
Whose crowning glory was the fair, sweet crowd 

Of little children by their parents carried, 
And there to God in sacred covenant vowed. 

I see again upon a Sabbath morning 
The long communion table draped in white, 

While the communicants, a vast procession, 
Sang as they walked — a grand and solemn sight. 

A grey-haired minister the table barring — 
For those shut out my soul was filled with dread 1 

With awe I watched my own dear father taking 
The sacred wine-cup and the broken bread; 

The prayers, the Psalms, the deep-toned exhortations, 
The reverend elders in a solemn line 

Walking beside the table and supplying 

The broken bread, the empty cups with wine; 

The table served, then all the people rising; 

Singing each one returns unto his seat; 
While yet another company advancing 

The tables fill, the sacred rites repeat. 

This was the day a thought of diaring thrilled me: 
When the last Psalm swelled on the evening air, 

The pew door opened, down the broad aisle speeding 
I climbed with haste the lofty pulpit stair. 

F E A .37 



MY FATHER'S CHURCH 



The great unknown it was that I was daring; 

But yet I thought to gain my father's knee. 
The top step reached: Oh, horror and undoing! 

I beat upon a door too high for me 1 

Tempest of tears and sobs my bosom swelling, 
I was afraid, and all my world grew dim; 

My dear young father, while he still was praying, 
Opened the door and drew me in to him. 

Safe, safe, beside him with a heart exulting, 
The peace of Heaven filled my childish breast; 

Holding his hand, concealed from all beholders, 
I clasped his knees, with all my soul at rest. 

Dear father, if I climb at last to Heaven 
And beat upon a door too high for me, 

Will it not be thy hand which gently opens 
That door, and clasps the child so dear to thee ? 
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A WEDDING GREETING 

A. L. AND G. S. 

|HE golden dawn of love within your hearts, 
The golden morn of youth about your 
feet, 
We, who can understand, do softly say: 
"'This is the Heavenly Light that ne'er departs, 
But ever through life's burdens and its heat 
Shines more and more unto the perfect day. 1 

A MEMORY 

MADAME P 

FORM of grace beyond the grace of youth; 

A face where records sweet of Love and 
Truth 

Have wrought a beauty, than youth's lovelier 
far, 

In lines beyond the power of Time to mar; 
A strong yet gentle soul whose presence shed 
An influence that cheered and comforted; 
Thou art of those blest few who give to me 
The pledge of Heaven and Immortality. 
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SUCCESS 

TO ONE WHO UNDERSTANDS 
I 

CROWN of life 1 O dear and sweet Success! 
For thee I strove with courage in the strife 
Through all the eager morning of my life, 
And lightly thought to win thee, I confess. 
But youth is gone; I 've missed thee in the 
press 
Of anxious days. Now thy bright, winning face 
Dull distance dims; Defeat is in thy place, 
And shrouds my tired life with helplessness. 

Toiling for thee in lonely, stinted days, 
With bitter tears I learned that saddest art, — 
By Fancy's guise concealed from careless gaze — 

To coin for bread the anguish of my heart, 
And felt that pain from which the bravest flinch, 
The aching bruise of Poverty's sharp pinch. 

II 

But yesterday my heart with rapture beat: 
So near thy glorious presence shone, so bright 1 
'Success I ' I cried, and trembled with delight. — 
'T was but thy banner flashing in retreat, 
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Leaving my baffled life with sore defeat. 

Oh, must I urge my weary heart to fight 

The self-same battles o'er ? still feel the might 

Of life's high sun, unsheltered from the heat, 
While expectation burns my eager heart, 

And waiting eats like rust into my life ? 

Oh, crown my struggling hopes ere they depart! 
Want's dreaded spur has fallen on the strife. 

Thy time-worn promise keep, Success; for see! 

Life's evening comes and trembling asks for thee. 

in 

Success, might I but grasp thy strong, cool hand 
While yet life's noon and strength abide with me, 
And by thy side with easy breathing stand, 
Secure and sure of thy proud company; 

Then would I count as naught those barren years 
When dark Defeat stood by me constantly; 
Then might life's Autumn, free from blighting fears. 
Yet flower late and splendidly in thee. 

Or, dost thou keep for me thy laurels fair, 
As thou hast often from the good and brave 
Whose broken hearts for thee no longer care, 

To lay them with a smile upon my grave ? 
Thy cruel tardiness will but repeat 
Life's irony, and crown my last defeat ! 
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IN MEMORIAM 

A. E. P. 

I 

X D still the sun shines,' to myself I said, 
When waking the next morn from trou- 
bled sleep. 
The thought came flashing, like a sword 
thrust deep 

Within my heart, that thou, beloved, wert dead 
And lying shrouded in thy lonely bed, — 
'Yet earth and life their even tenor keep, 
And stars and suns through heavenly spaces sweep 
As if no human hearts with anguish bled.' 

Then, as I gazed into the depths above, 
I seemed to feel love's immortality, 
And that the great Eternal Heart of Love 

Had given thee to us, and had taken thee; 
And with that thought a ray of hope was shed, 
And my sad heart was somewhat comforted. 

II 

After we laid from sight thy precious clay, 
And gathered sadly in that lovely home 
Where thy dear footsteps nevermore should come; 
After our tears and grief had had their way, 
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We strove to cheer each other, and would say: 
'If but could speak to us those lips now dumb, 
They would forbid all thoughts or words of gloom.' 
And then, as fell the evening shadows grey, 

And we who had loved thee so must once more part, 
Go out into our separate ways in life, 
Bearing with us bereavement's bitter smart 

The while we mingle in the daily strife; 
Oh, then each bore alone the quivering dart, 
The solitary anguish of the heart. 

Ill 

Dost thou know, darling, how we follow thee 
With yearning love into the great Unknown 
Where thy bright spirit struggled out alone 
From our fond hearts' detaining ministry ? 

And how we cherish thy sweet memory, 
Recalling all the happy Summers gone ? 
How thy dear ways and words are dwelt upon, 
Until it seems thy spirit hovers nigh ? 

And then we think thy gentle heart must grieve 
For us, though wooed by all the joys of Heaven; 
And if the power the invisible veil to cleave 

But for a moment unto thee were given, 
Thy words from out the dread eternity 
Would comfort us, and we would comfort thee. 
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THE PEACE JUBILEE, AUTUMN, 1 898 

I HE joy-bells ring, the flag of triumph waves, 
The happy thousands throng the Ju- 
bilee — 
But tear-blind eyes can only see the graves 
That scar the Cuban hills beyond the sea. 

O God, the price ! Never again to see 
Our brave and beautiful; no more to hear 

Their footsteps at the door, their boyish glee, 
Their happy voices ringing loud and clear! 

Never again to share the high-born hopes 
That beckoned them along the flowery years; 

To miss their brave young strength upon the slopes 
That lead into the vale of age and tears ! 

To miss their love, their cheer, their coming feet — 
For us 't is ours this lifelong grief to bear; 

But oh, for them — to whom life was so sweet, 
So full of golden plans to do and dare — 

To leave it all, this goodly, bounteous earth, 
The hourly glory of the sky and fields, 

The joys of home, the sounds of children's mirth, 
The sweet content that cheerful labor yields, — 
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To leave it all, mother's and maiden's kiss, 
And clasp of wife and child — ah, highest heaven, 

Hast thou a joy to compensate for this — 
This glad earth-life in its fair morning given ? 

This is the price our noble ones have paid; 

This is the cost of sacred Liberty. 
Their agony and bloody sweat have made 

Of Cuba's plains a new Gethsemane. 

And we who gave them! — Father, who didst give 
To die for men Thy well-beloved Son, 

Through all the lonely years we have to live, 
Help us, who strive to say, 'Thy will be done.' 
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TRAVELLER'S REST 

THE OLD OVERTON HOMESTEAD, NASHVILLE, 
TENNESSEE 

CENTURY has o'er it swept 

Where now it stands in this fair land; 

Life for a hundred years has kept 
It in his hand. 

The long procession of the years 
Beneath its spreading roof-tree files, 

Robed in their vanished hopes and fears, 
Their tears and smiles. 

Fair hospitality has graced 

Each passing year with countless guests. 
The name by grateful pilgrims traced, 

'Dear Traveller's Rest.' 

Grey, old traditions, as they stray 
Through its wide halls across the lawn, 

Meet crowding memories on their way 
That beckon on. 

To-day's young life and happy ways 
That throng its rooms and galleries wide, 

With shadowy joys of ancient days 
Do there abide. 
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But one dark phantom steals along 
Where war's black shadow o'er it swept; 

Men left its doorway brave and strong, 
While women wept. 

Down that long avenue have passed, 
With martial tread, the brave, the true; 

Those great magnolias saw them last — 
Waved them adieu. 

And bloody days and fearful night 
Stalked o'er this gently sweeping lawn, 

And screaming shells and bullets' flight 
Here rent the dawn. 

But spared the home their bloody rage, 
And long, sweet peace has loved it best; 

Here now repose ideal age, 
And life at rest. 

And he whose threescore years and ten 

To-day his children celebrate 
Has long outlived that time and been 

Beloved of fate. 

His brave old home ! To-day it stands, 
Holding for those who love it best 

His dear grey head whose love commands 
This home so blest. 
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His children's children crown his age; — 
Their children's children will be proud 

To read from history's darker page 
His name aloud, 

As one who asked no gift from fame, 
But with a strong and tender heart 

Bore through those years with war aflame 
The noblest part 

In this old home, where life began, 
Where life has given him of his best, 

As child, as youth, as full-grown man, 
In Traveller's Rest, 

Long may life's evening sunshine lie, 
Beloved as husband, father, friend ! 

Here may his days go calmly by 
Until the end! 

And tranquilly as fades the day 
Upon the quiet twilight's breast, 

So may he pass from life away, 
To Traveller's Rest! 
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THE AUTUMN BLOOM 

FTER the verdure and the bloom of Spring; 
After the blossoming and the fruiting 
time; 
After the harvest's golden garnering; 
After the ripened fruits have passed their 
prime; 

After the meadows lie all browned and sere 
Under the burning heat of August's sun; 

After the corn hangs ripened in the ear, 
And all the summer flowers have bloomed and gone; 

After the early frosts have nipped the leaves, 
And the dusk vine clings leafless to the wall; 

After the snow its first light mantle weaves, 
And chill November rains begin to fall, — 

Cometh from Nature's heart a second bloom, 
Cometh o'er field and meadow far and near 

A second verdure, brightening Autumn's gloom, — 
Cometh the Indian Summer of the year. 

Richer and more enduring than the Spring's 
Is the strong verdure of the Autumn days, 

And the full year's most gorgeous blossomings 
Are found by garden path and woodland ways. 
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Dear Nature, teacher, messenger of grace, 
Blest is the heart that feels, the eye that sees 

In thine all-changeful, yet all -steadfast face 
Thy heavenly lessons, sweet analogies. 

For oh, how often, 'neath life's August ray, 
The parched-up meadows of the heart lie dead; 

And, 'neath the heat and burden of the day, 
The tender blooms and joys of life seem fled I 

Still, rooted in the life and strength Divine, 
Our lives may have their second blossoming, 

And the best fruitage of our being's prime 
Even in old age our earnest hands may bring. 

And Indian Summer days of joy may come 
To hearts once swept by storms of griefs and fears; 

And tender buds of love and hope may bloom 
To gladden eyes that once were blind with tears. 

Blest earnest of our deathless heritage ! 

When slopes life's pathway gently toward the tomb, 
Under the softly falling snows of age, 

We thank Thee, Father, for the Autumn bloom. 
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THE FOUNT OF TEARS 

EEP in the heart the magic fountain lies; 
In youth responding with quick overflow 
To lightest touch of transient joy or woe; 
Then, as the years make us more sad and 
wise, 

Deeper it sinks, as life's hot sunlight dries 
The springing drops; yet in the depths below 
It lieth still, and we its presence know 
When hear we with a glad or sad surprise 

A mother to her baby singing low, 
Or whispered words of happy lovers fond, 
Or child's" voice calling lonely in its fears. 

Oh, life hath somewhat precious to bestow 
While love, or joy, or grief, with magic wand 
Can touch and cause to flow the fount of tears. 
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THE MESSAGE 

A WAKING VISION 

MESSAGE by the lightning brought 
Of common words, but anguish-fraught, 

Shook in my trembling hand: 
Benumbed, I read them o'er and o'er, 
The words which say she is no more — 
Dead — in a far-off land! 

The insistent, waiting book I sign, 
And own the written sorrow mine 

Which names my darling dead: 
O vast unsounded depths of pain 
Which in my heart unknown have lain 

Till those dread words are said! 

O dreadful journey I must take, 
O weary miles! for her dear sake 

Who waits, who waits for me 
In that dark frame in which is set 
That last dread picture love may get 

Of dear mortality ! 

Still, with the rushing of the train 
O'er iron miles, my blinding pain 
Swept like a stifling cloud; 
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fearful thought ! that she is dead 
And waits me in her narrow bed, 

Wrapped in her chilly shroud ! 

1 heard the iron wheels proclaim 
With rhythmic beat her own dear name 

And say that she was dead: 
The rushing noise, the thundering tones, 
The sounding clang to me were moans, 

As with my grief I fled. 

She was afraid of Death; to her 
He was Fate's dreaded messenger 

And sorrow's crown of fear; 
O powerless human love, whose prayer 
Is answered by this black despair 

Which falls upon her bier! 

For in the midst of life's sweet prime 
For her had come Death's harvest time, 

When she was loath to go; 
Life's hopes were near, but unfulfilled, 
And full the cup that had been spilled — 

O bitterness of woe ! 

Weeping, as darkness fell, for this 
And all my sorrowing life would miss, 
And wresding with my pain, 
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I, weeping sorely, fell on sleep, 
Dear comforter of those who weep; — 
Still rushed the thundering train. 

O vanished grief 1 For it is she I 
Dear human love, she speaks to me, 

And in her lovely eyes 
There shines life's dear familiar gleam! 
The clasp of her warm arms could seem 

No shadow of surprise. 



With eager haste she spoke to i 
A joyous haste, as one who, free 

From pain, would fly from grief; 
And I had waked; — this vision bright 
Came to me in the common light 

Of knowledge and belief. 

'There is no horror, love,' she said; 
'There is no terror for the dead; 

It is not hard to die; 
But all is well, and calm, and peace, 
And exquisite is life's release, 

And joy its latest sigh. ' 

Oh, had they told me she was dead ? 
With loving glance the vision fled, 
Swift like the rushing train. 
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Again I heard the wheels repeat 
Her name and death's with rhythmic beat, 
And solemn, sad refrain! 

At last, my long, sad journey done, 
I stood beside my dead alone, 

And gazed upon her face. 
In that cold clay where no pulse stirs, 
No faintest look that had been hers 

My eager eyes could trace. 

Alas, thou empty chrysalis, 

All that I loved from thee I miss, 

Poor garment of the soul ! 
Ah, well I know, or yea, or nay, 
She came to meet me by the way, 

Escaped from thy control. 

And when had passed that bitter day 
In which our dead we lay away 

For ever from our sight, 
I shrined the vision in my heart, 
And of my waking life a part 

It is by day and night. 

No more I think of her as dead, 
And lying in her narrow bed, 

Wrapped in her chilly shroud; 
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But living, loving, as that day 
She came to meet me on my way, 
With all Heaven's joys endowed. 

Say 't was a phantom of the brain, 

And my poor heart, sleep-charmed from pain, 

Had cheated me withal: 
All life's hard truths I '11 sell to buy 
The treasure of this blessed lie, 

Its rainbow o'er her pall. 
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THE BEST GIFT 

JH AT shall you give me, dear ?' now that the 
happy time 
For the giving of gifts is near, and the bells 

of Christmas chime ? 
Friend of the steadfast eyes, friend of the 
loving look, 
Quickly my heart replies: 'Always give me a book.' 

For you and I know, dear heart, as the swift -winged years 

goby, 
And the valours of youth depart and the waiting days draw 

nigh, 
What joy and cheer may come in the quiet fireside nook — 
The strife of the world shut out — with a shaded lamp and 

a book. 

Then, to our silent room, come sounds of the woods and 

seas, 
Twitter of joyous birds, hum of the summer bees, — 
Lovers whose bliss we share; heroes whose brave deeds 

thrill 
Our hearts with the fires of youth; poets whose visions fill 

hes 59 



THE BEST GIFT 



Our souls with a joy sublime — infinite hope and desire, 
Till the bonds of earth and time, the burdens that chafe 

and tire, 
Are loosed in the vision bright, and our souls transfigured 

stand, 
Illumed with the golden light that was 'never on sea or 

land.' 

Oh, infinite fields of thought, where, free from earth's 

stress and thrall, 
We walk with the souls who have wrought, who have 

braved and conquered all, 
Have won from sorrow and pain, from struggle, defeat, 

and loss, 
Snow from the crimson stain, crowns from the bitter cross. 

These are the souls we meet and with them joy and aspire, 
As we sit at their sacred feet, by the quiet evening fire. 
So, friend of the steadfast heart, friend of the loving look, 
When you would give me a gift, always give me a book. 



60 H E S 



EMERSON 



EMERSON 




NCE on a crowded city street I heard 

That Emerson was dead; 
It gave me pause as one who hears, far 
off, 
A funeral service read. 



Clear, shining soul I my friend for many years, 

Who never saw my face; 
Companion, comforter, and presence dear, 

Where'er my dwelling-place; 

Known to me through the printed page alone, 
Naught breaks the constant spell; 

And Emerson, for me, will never die, 
Nor need I say farewell. 
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'NEITHER PRAY I FOR THESE ALONE' 

— John xirii, 20 

|ORD, when before Thy throne of grace I 
bow, 
And bring my loved ones in the arms of 

faith, 
Remembering what Thy precious promise 
saith, 
'Thy children's children shall my covenant know/ 
Then sudden on my heart the grief and woe 

Of Thy poor wandering children, bound for death, 
Who know Thee not, falls, and with eager breath 
I pray: 'O Father, succour these also.' 

Then I remember, Lord, Thy parting prayer 
For Thy disciples, while upon Thy brow 
The sacred light of Olive's Mountain shone, 

And feel at one with Thee while praying there 
For them, when to Thy Father saidest Thou: 
'Neither pray I for these, O Lord, alone.' 
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CHRISTMAS CARDS 

HESE are the bright-winged messengers that 

%, 

All silently, in dark December days; 
Gay fancies robed in every radiant dye, 
And beauty clothed upon with robes of 
praise. 

Chasing the happy sunbeams round the earth, 

In humble cot and palaces they meet, 
Wherever love and kindness have their birth 

Are found these shining prints of Beauty's feet. 

And young love's eye o'er them more brightly gleams, 
And faded friendship wears a fresher tint; 

Life to the weary not so weary seems 
Where shine these fancies coined in Beauty's mint. 

Bright messenger that doth dear love confess ! 

Lovely surprise that greets the Christmas Day! 
Happy are they who may with thee express 

Some tender thought to dear ones far away. 

Ah ! Life was poorer ere their art was known; 

Childhood's great world will never let them die. 
And youth and beauty claim- them for their own, 

Finding their star in every Winter's sky. 
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WILLIAM C. GRAY 

Editor of The Interior; Author of 'Campfire Musings. 9 
Entered into rest Sunday, September 29, 1904. 

JO thou hast entered in 1 Revealed to thee 
Hath been Death's solemn, final mystery; 
And we who stand beside thy silent bier 
Think thoughts too deep for uttered word 
or tear. 

Thou genial Sage, whose pen so long hath wrought 
With subtle skill in the wide realms of thought; 
Thou valiant lover of the fields and woods, 
Who from earth's far, primaeval solitudes, 
Lingering amid the eternal silences, 
Sent words of hope and cheer our lives to bless — 
As in our loving thoughts we follow on 
To that eternal Home where thou art gone, 
Almost it seems that thy reward will be 
An island somewhere in the Crystal Sea, 
With tall pines sighing, even in Heaven's glad air; 
'The stars at night all tangled in their hair;' 
(For oh, could Heaven itself seem half so dear 
To our worn spirits, were there no night there ?) 
While gentle woodland creatures, free from fear, 
And earth's old-fashioned flowers blooming near, 
Make thy new heavenly Home seem all more dear. 
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There, fax from paeans of the angelic throng, 
Save as are heard soft echoes of their song, 
Bathing thy soul in seas of heavenly rest, 
Meseems thou waitest in thy island blest; 
And on its shores, in the cool, balmy night, 
Celestial camphres glow with welcoming light, 
A beacon for thy friends who, one by one, 
Shall join thee in the Home where thou hast gone. 
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WOUNDED 

O hand of flesh dealt me that cruel blow; 
It fell not on my flesh, but on my heart, 
Causing the red blood to my cheeks to 

start, 
Mine eyes with sudden tears to overflow, 
A few quick-spoken, thoughtless words, and lo, 
By one beloved within my soul a dart 
Was driven deep, whose rankling pain and smart 
Those who have felt Love's wounds alone can know. 

And then for me, for days, the sun was hid, 
My daily tasks, so loved, forgotten were, 
Or plied with absent mind through mist of tears. 

Physician there is none whose power can bid 
The pain depart, no Gilead's balm is there, 
Save the slow healing of the patient years. 
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MY PILGRIM 

RT thou the dear expected guest 

That travellest my way, 
For whom love keeps the treasured best 
To crown this joyful day ? 

There 's happiness in store for thee, — 

There 's happiness in store, 
When but these flying miles are sped, 

This day's brief journey's o'er; 

When we shall clasp each other's hands, 

Look in each other's eyes, 
And love's sweet Summer shall be ours 

Beneath these wintry skies. 

Dear Love, our circle smaller grows; 

But yet this thought is blest: 
To all our loved ones gone we are 

The dear expected guest. 
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DE PROFUNDIS 

' Out of the depths have I cried unto thee, O Lord.' 

— Psalm cxxx 



1 H, let me weep; but let no human eye 

Be witness to the silent tears that flow; 
For none can help. The dull and aching 

woe 
That tugs my heart-strings doth not strive, 
or cry, 
Or look for human aid or sympathy; 
But if the Power that formed the soul doth know 
And care that His hand's work can suffer so, 
Into His secret place would I draw nigh. 

Oh, He that made the eye, shall He not see ? 

And He that formed the ear, shall He not hear ? 

The Power that caused the heart of love to be, 
Hath He no balm for wounds that love doth bear ? 

Then in His sight my vigil let me keep: 

Before His Presence, let me fall and weep. 
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II 

Not only for mine own heart sorrow deep 
In sacred silence would I bow the knee; 
For in mine ear, like the deep-moaning sea, ^O 
The prayer of those|HkeTbn^watches "keep — 

The while Heaven's love and pity seem to sleep — 
Sounds, till my sorest grieving seems to be 
On the wide shore of human misery 
A ripple breaking 'gainst the rocky steep. 

Then know I naught of healing will avail 

That heeds not, heals not, all my brothers' woe; 
And even while heart and flesh do faint and fail 

The pitying love which mine own soul doth know 
Is earnest that in Heaven's eternal years 
God from all eyes will wipe away the tears. 
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AUTUMNAL 

; J [E heats of Summer cooled at last, 
The year's meridian o'erpast, 
I note the change most marked of all: 
How soon the twilight shadows fall; 
And then, I say, the evenings come 
That make so sweet the hearth and home, 
When autumn frosts and shortening days 
Bring loved ones round the fireside blaze. 
The evening lamp my hand shall trim, 
The fire shall rout the shadows dim, 
Their light and warmth shall brightly show 
Loved faces gathered in their glow, 
And books and mirth and cheerful song 
Shall while away the evenings long. 
Through the glad hours my heart shall be 
Happy in their dear company 
Until, when comes the evening's close, 
I seek, in peace, night's dear repose. 

Life's summer, too, is gone at last, 
Life's fierce meridian is past; 
My spirit notes how, over all 
Life's plans, the evening shadows fall. 
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But, as I greet with peaceful cheer 
The deepening shadows of the year, 
So greet I life's autumnal slope 
With quiet heart and cheerful hope. 
No more across my onward way 
Life's equinoctial storms shall play; 
For, heeding not earth's storm and din, 
My life is wrought and lived within. 

Adown the vale of years I go 

With cheerful footsteps, firm and slow; 

The warmth of love my heart shall cheer, 

The light of friendship shine more clear; 

And when the shadows' deepening length, 

Shall dim mine eyes and tire my strength, 

As seek I now sleep's gentle rest, 

My head upon night's pillow prest, 

In faith that the oblivious hours 

Shall but renew life's wearied powers, 

So shall my cheerful eyelids close 

In death's so sure, supreme repose, 

Believing that another morn 

Awaits me, where, with strength new-born, 

New life, new hopes shall guide my way 

Adown the glad, eternal day. 
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DAVID SWING 

AUTUMN, 1894 

I 

(HERE 'S not a glory of these autumn days; 
There *s not a tender mist the sunset 

weaves, 
Purple and amethyst, among the leaves; 
There 's not a vista through the woodland 
ways, 
Where gold and crimson meet in tangled maze 
Of gorgeous coloring these frosty eves; 
There *s not a glimpse of gathered harvest sheaves. 
Nor flash of bird that trills its parting lays, 
Winging its southward way; there *s not a sight 
Of late, stray violet in the sunny nook, 
Nor scarlet lichen in the emerald moss, 
But brings to those who knew the pure delight 
Of following thee in thy great soul's uplook 
A sense of deep, irreparable loss. 
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For thou wert Nature's sweet interpreter, 
Cheering our hearts with hope that not in vain 
Was life, but good and fair despite its pain 
And grief and loss; and thy high vision dear 

Discerned with eye of Heaven-inspired seer 
The love that at the heart of things hath lain; 
And sun and cloud and flower and dew and rain 
Were each to thee Love's Heavenly Messenger. 

Oh, missing thee from life's familiar ways, 
From the loved, sacred desk whence thou art gone, 
From all the daily paths thy footsteps trod, 

Be ours to hallow all these mournful days 
With high resolve thy steps to follow on, 
And make thy faith our faith, thy God our God! 
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THE CHIEF MOURNER 

THREE DAYS 
¥v;p7 8' he ptOioiv wrafxan/f 'Ai8<xrSc jSe/b/KCiv, 
*Ov TroTfxov yoooxra, Xi7rovo J dv8por^ra Mai rfrfiijv. 
—Iliad, XVI, 856, 857 

^H, let me weep and mourn with him to-day I 
Dead ! Never thought of death to him 

came near 
Talk not of hope, or Heaven ! He would 
not hear 

While anguish wrings the hearts he loves. Nor say 
He rests, while yet the brightest hopes that stay 
To crown with love his seven-and-twentieth year — 
Manhood's young prime — beseech, command him here. 
Come, anguish of regret, and be my guest! 
We laughed with him along the shuddering way; 
So treacherously Death came, so hotly pressed, 
We, on the crumbling brink, with him were gay, 
Nor deemed that strong young life the step could miss. 
If love and memory cross the dark -abyss 
His parted soul my misery shares to-day. 

II 
E'en Joy herself would weep with him to-day! 
His child is born, and he is in his grave; 
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And, if his life its conscious being save, 
His riven soul doth clamour for its clay. 

The child he loved — he talked of it with Death 
In whispered words and low, with feverish breath — 
Is born to-day! Now, would I knew in truth, 
O Spirit, father of this earth-born child, 

Thou wert from us shut off, as we from thee, 
That in this pain my heart could be beguiled 
With hope our frantic grief thou canst not see — . 

That naught is left of thy gay, joyous youth 
To fill for thee a proud young father's place 
Save on the wall thy handsome, pictured face 1 

ra 

To-day! I weep and mourn with him to-day! 

For human love, for bitter human needs: 

His fair young wife, wrapped in her widow's weeds, 

Their wedding day, turns from his grave to say: 
'I never thought that he could die I O way 

So dark ! How long my life has grown ! ' 

Ah, not so soon has he this life forgot 

But he can feel her tremble there alone, 
And weep with her, and mourn their bitter lot, 

And dash his soul against their cruel fate. 

The lowered coffin snaps the human tie — 
What may be there more blest ? We can but wait; 

Inexorable death is here, and clangs the gate; 

Good bye, dear human love, good bye, good bye I 
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AY not he rests; say not that generous heart 
That bore, of choice, the weight of human 

woe — 
Say not those willing feet so swift to go 
On errands brave, to plead the toilers' 

part — 



Say not that fervid brain whose matchless art 
Of tongue and pen could cause our souls to glow 
With visions of the time when none should know 
The oppressor's power or penury's bitter smart — 

Say not these matchless powers are laid to rest; 
Say, rather, though beside the sounding sea, 
Facing the East, the green and flowery sod 

On his worn brain and heart lie gently prest, 
Ever throughout Heaven's white Eternity 
He stands, Man's loving Advocate with God. 
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MICHELANGELO'S REGRET 

It is related in the biography of Michelangelo that when he 
visited the beloved Vittoria Colonna on her death bed, seated 
beside her, he kissed her hand; but until his death he never 
ceased to regret that he did not kiss her lips. 

stood beside her dying bed, and pressed 
A kiss upon her slender hand, death- 
chilled; 
With quenchless longing all his soul was 
filled 
To kiss her lips and clasp her to his breast: 
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But, while he gazed, his longing unconfessed, 
Lo, death's white mystery was o'er her spilled, 
The tender voice and loving heart-beats stilled 
In the calm silence of eternal rest. 

And till his death mourned Michelangelo 
For that caress of love his life did miss: 
I wonder, when his great soul felt the glow 

Of immortality in realms of bliss, 
Found he aught, meeting her he worshipped so, 
To make repayment for that lost earth kiss ? 
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SLEEP: AN INVOCATION 

BLESSED sleep! 
Into thy dear oblivion deep 
This heart that faints, these eyes that weep 
Receive, and for one healing hour 
Release from life's relentless power. 

Here lingering on thy shadowy brink, 
Ere in thine ebbing depths I sink, 
Oh, let me breathe the magic air 
That frees the heart from earthly care, 
That brings, the worn and sad to bless, 
The shadow of unconsciousness; 
Make me forget the wearing pain 
Of circumstance's galling chain, 
Of disappointment's poison sting, 
Of life that goes on broken wing; 
And then receive me, gentle Sleep, 
Into thy depths far fathoms deep. 

What though 'neath thy Lethean flood 
Alike to me are ill and good; 
The bliss of love, bereavement's pain, 
Life's sorest loss and dearest gain, 
All grief, all joy beneath the sun, 
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Life, death, hope, fear to me are one; 

Yet doth a deathly weariness 

So heavily my spirit press, 

I pray, receive me, gentle Sleep, 

Into thy depths far fathoms deep. 
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I )R body might have vanished with her soul; 

She did not strive with death, 
Nor ask a single day or night of dole, 

Nor parley for a little struggling breath; 
But quiet peace was there, and all was o'er; 
She entered in, and softly closed the door. 
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THE ROAD TO YELLOW SPRINGS 

A SUMMER SONG 

H, do you know 

The way we go 
Who take the road to Yellow Springs ? 
Joy owns the day 
And leads the way 
And lends the happy hours wings. 

With merry heart, 

And many a start, 
The morning hour is filled with glee; 

And swift the beat 

Of horses , feet 
Out on the broad road clear and free. 

The town *s behind ! 

And here we find 
The great oaks by the cattle guard; 

And see! to-day 

Beside the way 
Are gypsies camping on the sward. 

Oh, swift we go ! 
The green hedgerow 
Here stretches out its level line; 
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Among the trees 
The fragrant breeze 
Tells of the tangled wild grape vine. 

Swift down the hill, 

Past the noisy mill, 
And swiftly under the railway's span; 

Oh, the world is new, 

And the sky is blue 
O'er the field where Simon Kenton rani 

Here Old-Town sleeps; 

Her great mill keeps 
Its drowsy watch by the river side; 

'Neath sunny skies 

Its mill pond lies 
Asleep in its rushy borders wide. 

Beyond compare 

The road is fair, 
For now its curve through the woodland lies, 

With songs of birds 

And joyous words, 
Its wayside decked with butterflies. 

Again the stream 
Whose waters gleam 
Between the giant sycamores; 
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The shadows deep 
In the old bridge sleep, 
The sunshine dances on its shores. 

Behind yon screen 

Of cedars green 
The haunted house is hid away; 

Our road can boast 

Its own, own ghost 
Which walks by night and hides by day. 

The road's slow rise 

Where sunshine lies — 
Old fences with wild roses bound! 

Beside the way 

Dear wild flowers stray, 
Sweet alder's snowflakes strow the ground. 

The powder mu^s, 

The quiet hills! 
The great lone elm whose roots unlock 

The spring that goes 

Where no one knows, — 
And lo, the spires of Antioch ! 

And Heaven sends 
The glen that ends 
The happy drive to Yellow Springs, 
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Where shady walks 
And lovers' talks 
To this bright day its evening brings. 

O summer night! 

O soft moonlight 
That o'er the road its radiance flings:* 

There 's naught amiss. 

With earthly bliss 
When we return from YeUow Springs 

O love, to-day 

Our heads are grey; 
But when dear June her sunshine brings, 

Though love is old, 

It ne'er grows odd, 
Cornel Let us drive to Yellow Springs. 
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THE HYACINTH 

ITHOUT, the snow lies drifted on the hills; 
Dark, lowering storm-clouds fill the air 
with gloom. 
Within, the hyacinth with fragrance fills, 
And heavenly beauty, this my lonely room. 

Dear flower, of every blossom loved the best, 

For ever while the Winter's icy breath 
Prisons the streams and holds the grass and flowers 

Wrapped in the cerements and the gloom of death, 

Bursting thy grave-clothes and the imprisoning mould, 
In all thy fresh, new beauty thou art here, 

The same dear, fragrant flower we knew of old, 
To tell the miracle of Spring is near. 

Sweet flower, who comfortest my sorrowing soul, 
Thee the Great Source of Life remembereth, 

And at the appointed time, as seasons roll, 
Giveth thee power to burst the bonds of death. 

Can I not to His unforgetting care 

Entrust those lonely graves, where cold, and low, 
And far apart, beneath the wintry skies 

My loved ones sleep under the drifting snow ? 
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GOD'S CALL TO REST 

* Underneath are The Everlasting Arms.' 

— Deuteronomy xxxiii, 27 
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|HE Sunset's banners fade far down the West. 
Twilight and darkness and the Evening 
star! 
O Soul of mine, heed thou God's call to rest 
Sent to thee from those star-strewn Heav- 
ens afar. 

From weary heart and brain loose thou the bands 

That bind thee to thy toil while it is day; 
Thy Heaven-appointed task leave in His hands 

Who holds the planets on their circling way. 

While on thine eyelids dewy pinioned night 
Soft wings shall press, the stars their paths will keep; 

The Universe swing safely in the light 
Of Him whose Eye doth slumber not nor sleep. 

Rest, sleep; entrusting to His Heart of Love 
All cares, all fears, the garish day's alarms; 

The dome of Heaven thy canopy above, 
And underneath The Everlasting Arms. 
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CONSOLATION 

| A KING at midnight, when the world is 
sleeping, 
The cares and fears, that day's long hours 
perplex, 
Like an invading flood come o'er me 
sweeping, 
My brain to fever and my heart to vex. 

Then often forth beneath the stars I wander, 
And, while the gentle night-breeze, blowing free, 

Soothes like a benediction, long I ponder 
On Life's and Death's sad, solemn mystery. 

And when o'erwhelmed with fears and weak repining, 
One thought from these hath ever power to save, — 

When I remember how these stars are shining, 
These self-same stars upon a far off grave. 

I seem to see the lonely cemetery, 

Its smooth-mown sward thick strown with marbles 
white, 
Its silence broken only by the dreary, 

Shrill singing of the insects of the night. 
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I see the gravelled paths all darkly winding 
Beneath the trees; past shadowy vales and slopes 

I follow them, my heart how quickly finding 
The grave that hides so many buried hopes. 

Oh, on that grass-grown mound in spirit resting, 
To vex my soul all earthly troubles cease, 

Thinking where thou art gone, my spirit tasting 
Infinite sorrow and infinite peace. 
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'THE VISION SPLENDID' 

LMOST I seemed to see its shining face, 
Almost I clasped it in my warm embrace, 
A hovering joy unknown, 
Kindred to all my joys, yet not my 
own — 
A joy that seemed to wait. 

Oft listening when sweet music filled the air, 

My soul has followed it to heaven's gate. 
Almost I grasped its garment soft and fair. 

When life and love had reached their dearest goal, 
And flowers of happiness filled all my soul, 

Even there this waiting joy said o'er and o'er: 

'This shall be thine and more. ' 

Days have been mine, oh, glorious days! — in which 
Tumultuous happiness rushed in and made me rich. 

Joys I have had; and many a happy day 
Pleasure and I have laughed the hours away. 
Yet from the future still this joy would call: 
'Wait, for I come to crown them alll' 
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Great grief then came to stay with me, 
And sorrow's hand was in mine constantly, 

And mine life's bitter bread; 

But yet this beckoning joy lingered, nor yet had fled. 

And then I saw a radiance from its presence shining 

Upon the face of my beloved dead; 
Then, then at last the heavenly truth divining, 

Unto my soul I said: 
* Since thus it beckons through death's open portal, 
Tts name I know, — it is the Life Immortal. ' 
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LA FRANCE ROSES 

HOME dismantled, broken and forlorn; 

A wealth of roses in an empty room : 
Day after day I watched them slowly fade, 

Made faintly happy by their sweet 
perfume. 



I walked alone through every empty place, 
So cherished once in my beloved past; 

The hour had come which brings the last good bye, 
And I returned to my dear roses last. 

The rosy cloud of petals on the floor, 
Their graceful empty stems appealed to me: 

'Sweet ended life, sweet roses that have passed, 
No slow decay shall mar your ministry. ' 

And where the hearth-fire hottest glowed and clear 
I laid my rose stems and their petals sweet, 

And watched the sudden alchemy which turned 
All to white ashes in its ardent heat. 
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The years go on, and in my memory lives 
A tranquil gladness in that closing scene ; 

No slow decay my dear, dead roses knew, — 
They vanished whitely the bright flames between. 

I would that those who love me, when I die, 
In this great element's consuming wave 

Would let my body vanish like my soul, 

Nor ever scar the green earth with my grave. 
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THE HEAVENLY PASTURES 

' He maketh me to he down in green pastures; 
He leadeth me beside the still waters.' 

— Psalm xx*X 

IS not in earthly paths, O Lord, Thou leadest 
Thy waiting flock beside the waters still; 

Tis not in earthly pastures green Thou 
feedest 
And makest them in joy and peace to dwell 




For lo, how oft, instead of verdant meadow. 

Their pathway lies through deserts bleak and wide* 

Yea, through the Valley of Death's dreadful shadow 
Thy rod and staff their trembling footsteps guide. 

Yet are Thy heavenly pastures ever waiting 
For longing souls that seek Thy peace to win, 

And, far from earthly strife and care retreating, 
The soul that heeds Thy call may enter in. 

There, in the silence of the soul's devotion 
Thy love and strength Divine our spirits fill- 

Above the storm and stress of earth's commotion 
We rest in peace beside the waters still. ' 
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Oh, to these heavenly pastures, Shepherd, lead usl 
Then, though on earth our feet are bruised and sore, 

By living waters we shall rest and feed us, 
And dwell with Thee in peace for evermore. 
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€ I will not leave you comfortless; I will come to you. 1 

— John, xiv, I $ 

F all the words that here on earth were 
spoken, 
Father in Heaven, by thy dear Son 
Divine, 
Of all the sacred promises unbroken, 
This one is dearest to this heart of mine. 




When long suspense it seems the heart is breaking, 
And hope's low tide has left the rocks all bare; 

When only fears come with each morning's waking, 
To blight the days with heavy-laden care, — 

Rises this dear and still and quiet feeling, 
Like to moist winds upon the parched grain 

When cooling showers o'er the earth are stealing, 
With blest clouds gathering, and the falling rain, 

Though naught is changed to any outward seeming— 
As yesterday, the burden still is there; 

Yet in my heart the Joy of Courage streaming 
Tells me they come, the answers to my prayer. 
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Gone is the anguish, gone the bitter weeping, 
The stinging pain, and all the haunting fear. 

Dear Christ, it is thy promise thou art keeping 1 
Rise up, my Soul, the Comforter is here 1 
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